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Again  the  mystic  East,  from  her  dark  tent 

Unloosed  the  fastening  and  pushed  back  the 
fold, 

And  peering  from  her  eyes  with  wisdom  old, 
Beheld  a  rainbow  arch  of  promise  bent. 
And  lo!  beneath  that  irised  Orient, 

A  luminous  door  through  whose  wide  portal 
rolled 

A  flood,  joy-palpitant,  of  liquid  gold— 
A  tide  that  reached  to  every  continent. 

In  massive  chord,  the  heavens  sang  aloud : 

"Lift  up  your  heads,  the  King  of  Glory  waits!" 

In  reverence  the  ancient  hills  were  bowed — 
"Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  gates!" 
"Let  all  the  sons  of  God,  with  feet  unshod, 
"March  on  into  the  splendid  dream  of  God." 
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"/;/  the  beginning,  God!"    What  loftier  thought 
Was  ever  sounded  from  the  bells  of  time? 

What  meaning  into  words  was  ever  wrought 
More  sweet  and  solemn,  sacred  and  sublime? 

Was  it  some  zealot,  from  his  soma  bowl 
Pouring  libations  on  the  Ganges  sod, 

Invoking  Indra  to  enrich  his   soul, 
Who  gave  to  us  the  First  faint  gleam  of  God? 

Or  was  it  at  an  ancient  Theban  shrine. 

Some  poet  in  imagination  caught 
A  dim  conception  of  the  Love  divine, 

And  gave  the  ages  the  stupendous  thought? 

Perchance  some  pilgrim  by  Euphrates  shore 
Discerned  within,  a   strange  inspiring  force, 

And  knew  himself  to  be  the  virtual  door 

Through    which    his    soul    might    find    its    highest 
Source. 

The  words  were  written  in  the  long  ago 
By  one  who  near  some  eastern  river  trod; 

Though  we  their  fountain  head  may  never  know, 
We  cherish  them: — "In  the  beginning,  God!" 
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|ITH  glad  surprise,  the  traveller  look- 
ing down 
Upon   Shiraz,1  that  ancient   Persian 

town, 

Cries :  "God  is  great  in  beauty  and  in  power ; 
The  senses  in  this  perfect  splendour  drown !" 

iii 

From  that  fair  land  the  Zend  Avesta  came 
When  Zarathustra  spoke  the  glorious  name ; 
Now,  through    another    door,  El   Bab,    the 

Light 
Burst  forth  anew  in  tongues  of  living  flame. 

iv 

O'er  all  the  world,  from  that  Iranian  shore, 
The  fragrances  of  heaven  were  breathed  once 

more; 

The  lands  were  lighted  by  the  golden  lamp 
Of  truth  bright-shining  through  its  ample  door. 


This  was  the  herald  of  a  later  ray 

By  which  the  earth  was  flooded  with  the  day; 

The  bearer  of  a  far  intenser  light, 
Revealer  of  the  love-illumined  way. 
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VI 

Then  as  in  other  days  when  Moses  first 
Received    the    Law,   the    heavenly    tide-gates 

burst ; 

There  fell  the  radiance  of  the  gentle  Light 
Of  peace  on  tribes  by  bigotry  long  cursed. 

vii 

Ife  told  them  of  a  dawn  beyond  the  hill, 
A  day  when  despots  shall  not  dare  to  kill. 
This  youthful  Voice   Eternal  spoke  again 
The  healing  words  of  the  all-loving  Will. 


vin 

"Ye  weary  souls,  rest  where  the  shadows  are; 
On  roads  of  wrong  your  feet   have  travelled 

far, 
Oppressed    by    burdens,    wildered    by    the 

throng 
Of  faiths  in  wild  conflicting  words  at  war. 


IX 

"Your  sins  with  all  humility  confest, 
Cast  ye  the  load  of  sorrow  from  your  breast, 
And  look  within,  for  I  will  meet  you  there 
In  quiet  dream-pavilions  of  my  rest. 
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"Bow  not  beneath  obligatory  rite, 
Nor  let  a  credo,  faith  and  freedom  blight. 
Within  your  hearts    find    rest    and    lowli- 
ness— 
Contentment  makes  the  heavy  burden  light. 

xi 

"Lay  forms  aside;  let  ceremonial  cease; 
In  humble  service  give  your  souls  release. 

My  love  is  the  fulfilling  of  the  Law. 
The  door  that  opens  to  the  roads  of  peace. 

xii 

"God  is  the  Truth,  the  Universal  Sun, 
The  great,  the  mighty  and  the  changeless  One 
From  whom  the  streams  of  justice,  Ipve  and 

right 
Through  all  the  spirits  of  the  races  run, 

xiii 

"He  is  the  Everlasting  and  the  Real ; 
Pie  holds  the  stars  that  in  their  orbits  wheel ; 
Trie  Fount  of  wisdom  and  the    Source    of 

life; 
The  power  to  love  and  do,  to  think  and  feel." 
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xiv 

Thus  spake  El  Bab :    "There    cometh    one    in 

might 
And  splendour  of  the  Universal   Light. 

Shall  show  the  beauty  of  a  brighter  day 
To  every  soul  that  has  the  inner  sight/' 

xv 

Then,  in  the  spirit  of  a  juster  age. 

The  Light  of  God  shot  through  earth's  battle 

rage 
Like  some  rare  meteor  flaming  through  the 

dark, — 
A  fiery  cross  on  history's  latest  page. 

xvi 

The  hurt  and  blight  of  hate,  the  gnawing  tooth 
Of  blind  intolerance  and  w®rds  uncouth, 
\Yere  branded   on    that    rood,   till    mankind 

knew 
That  heaven  is  but  the  life  of  love  and  truth. 

xvii 

\Yith  frowning  front,  yet  jealous  and  afraid, 
Their    craft    in    danger,  him    the    priests   be- 
trayed— 

Those  bulwarks  of  a  chronic  self-regard 
The  cause  to  ravage  and  destroy  essayed. 
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xvni 

In  filthy  dungeons  left  in  rags  to  lie; 
In  loneliness  of  exile  forced  to  fly; 

In  old  Tabriz,   'twixt  heaven   and   earth  he 

passed, 
Where,  lifted  up,  so  many  saviours  die. 

xix 

With  that  great  light  went  out  ten  thousand 

stars ; 
The  wounded  earth  was  quivering  with  their 

scars ; 

The  prejudice  of  bigotry  was  king, 
And  sat  upon  the  crimson  throne  of  Mars. 

xx 

But  love  divine  was  never  vanquished  quite, 
Even  on  the  earth,  the  ever-present  might 

Of  God,  Jehovah,  Allah,  Brahm,  or  Christ, 
Is  Love,  and  Love  is  evermore  our  Light. 

xxi 

And  our  humanity  is  also  one — 
A  sea  whose  billows  rise  and  roll  and  run 
Against  the  feet  of  all  the  restive  lands, 
To  be  at  last  enfolded  in  the  Sun. 
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Wlien    some    wild    conflagration    sweeps    the 

earth 
And  buries  in  its  fury  all  our  mirth; 

We  stand  and  stare  into  the  silent  blue 
And  feel  that  all  is  vanity  and  dearth. 

xxiii 

Then  strange  new  light  conies  flaming  up  the 

sea — 
A  sense  of  being  strong  and  greatly  free; 

And  through  the  clear  apocalyptic  air, 
\Ye  see  the  end  of  our  mortality. 

xxiv 

And  like  the  gray  sails  of  a  thousand  ships 
That  rise  like  phantoms  from  the  ocean's  lips. 

Or  snow-white  fleeces  in  the  autumn  sky. 
That  young  Eolus  drives  with  shepherd  whips, 

XXV 

A  heavenly  presence  over  field  and  town 
Broods    vast    and    silent    there,    and    bending 

down, 

Illumes  our  spirits  with  its  sudden  glow 
And  makes  its  inspirations  all  our  own. 
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xxvi 

Through    that    deep    hush,  a  clear   melodious 

strain 

Runs  like  a  wild-bird's  song'  when,  after  rain, 
From  field  and  forest,  Nature  calls  the  soul 
To    play    with    June  in  some  green,  flowered 
lane. 

xxvii 

The  song  is  in  ourselves.    Its  tones  we  find 
Like  some  sweet  carol  floating  on  the  wind — 

A  murmurous  vibrancy  of  love  and  truth, 
The  music  of  the  Universal  Mind. 

xxviii 

A  shout  breaks  o'er  the  mountains 
And  up  the  sun's  bright  way; 

The  dream  of  God  is  rising 
To  fullness  in  our  clay. 

Behold  His  herald  cometh; 

Let  not  our  voices  cease 
To  tell  the  gentle  story 

Of  universal  peace. 


(Salja  ' 


Mirror  of  C,od!   J'roni  CamieTs  sacred  height 
Tlioit  hast  repealed  the  day  proclaimed  of  yore, 
The  new  Loi'e-dawn.    Thou  art  the  open  door 

Of  radiant  faith,  Jntmilitv  and  light. 

Here  where  the  billows  in  their  restless  might 
.Ire  halted  by  tlie  adamantine  shore 
To  mitsie  of  the  ocean's  organ  roar, 

'/'lion  tnrnest  back  the  frenzy  of  the  night. 

I, ike     fir-wood     fragrance     b\     the    south-wind 

fanned. 

Or  sitn-glconis  broken  on  a  dark  cloud-form 
That  bends  a  rainbow  o'er  a  sultry  land 

77/v  word  of  peace  was  scattered  to  the  storm-- 
.•I  note  that  fluttered  from  a  prison  cage 
Is  now  become  the  lore-song  of  the  age. 
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XXIX 

MOXG    the    nobles    of    the    Persian 

state 
Was    Abbas,"    an    amir,    most    truly 

great ; 

But  greater  far,  Baha  'Ullah,  his  son, 
Forespoken  by  the  heaven-illumined  Gate. 

XXX 

This  was  the  Light  of  the  Eternal  One, 
The  Persian  Lion  turning  to  the  Sun ; 

God's  bell  outringing  in  the  towers  of  peace 
The  final  course  of  war  now  fully  run. 

xxxi 

He  knew  the  cross,  the  crescent  and  the  choir, 
The  priest,  the  altar  and  the  holy  lire, 

The     forms     and     sacraments,     the     incense 

sweet. 
Sacred  to  those  alone  whom  they  inspire. 

xxxii 

His  holy  rites  were  prayer  and  kindly  deed; 
The  joy  of  love  was  his  sufficient  creed  ; 

He  found  a  valid  altar  everywhere, 
Whereon  to  offer  self  for  human   need. 
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XXX111 

lie  knew  religion  had  not  yet  been  tried. 
Though  all  the  prophets  in  its  name  had  died; 
Mis    wistful    eyes    saw     Love    with    broken 

heart. 
In   creed  accepted,  but   in   deed  denied. 

xxxiv 

lie  knew   no  system  could  be  true  at   heart 
That  keeps  the  race  in  prejudice  apart. 

.Ml   that   dissevers  human  souls  is  sin. 
Though   we  may  name  it  law,  religion,  art. 

xxxv 

Mis  word    was  truth.;  his  spirit   was  the  light. 
The  priests   were  jealous  of  a  lamp  so  bright. 

Imprisoned    long  in   many   distant   lands, 
lie  came  to  Akka's"  walls  by  Carmel's  height. 

xxxvi 

With  seventy  more,  in  two  bare  rooms  he  spent 
Mis  prison  exile,  but  his  thoughts  were  bent 
To    such    accomplishment    that    few    could 

guess 

Mow   much   his   wondrous    life    and    teachings 
meant. 
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XXXVll 

Report  of  him  and  his  deep  wisdom  passed 
Through  all  the  Orient  voluble  and  vast. 

Folk  from  afar,  to  see  and  hear  him,  came, 
Resolved  to  heed  his  words  while  life  should 
last. 

xxxviii 

They  found  when  they  arrived  their  hopes 
were  vain ; 

The  guard  forbade;  but  ere  they  turned  again. 
The  prophet  from  his  window,  arms  up- 
raised, 

Perceived  and  blessed  them  weeping  on  the 
plain. 

xxxix 

They  fared  again  to  far  Mazanclaran, 

Or  where  the  mountain  flood  of  Indus  ran  ; 

And  consecrated  by  their  pilgrimage, 
To  live  a  nobler,  truer  life,  began. 

xl 

Outside  his  prison  was  the  Turkish  guard ; 
Within  was  many  a  brave  and  faithful  ward 

Who  listened  to  his  word  from  day  to  day, 
More  fragrant  than  the  breathing  of  the  nard. 
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xli 


And    so,    the   stern,   deliberate  years   rolled   by 
With   leisure  for  a  contemplation   high, 

And  memorable  words  of  grace  and  power 
That  shall  outlive  the  mountains  and  the  sky. 

xlii 

And  all  the  while,  the.  great  bine  restless  sea 
I  Mowed  on,  as  if  a  vast'  eternity 

Were  breaking  at  his  feet  to  feed  his  heart 
With  wisdom   written  here  in  part,  for  thee. 

xliii 

"This  is  the  Word  of  the  Eternal  Mind, 
The  Breath  of  God.  the  cleansing  Spirit  Wind 
That  winnows  life,  blowing  the  chaff  away, 
Leaving  the  ripened  wheat  of  joy  behind. 

xliv 

"Tn  thee  1   placed  the  essence  of  My  Light;4 
Use  it  for  service;  Love  will  give  thee  might. 
For  perfect  action  and  for  wise  command. 
The  Light  of  God  shall  guide  thee  day  and 
night. 
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xlv 

Lo !  I  created  thee  both  rich  and  strong; 
I  made  thee  noble,  yet  behold,  ere  long-, 

Thou  wast  degraded,  ignorant  and  poor; 
Return,    O    loved    one,    from    the    roads    of 


wrong ! 


xlvi 


'From  Love  I  molded  thee  as  from  the  clay; 
Look  then  within  ;  turn  not  thine  eyes  away. 
And  thou  shalt  find   Love  standing  in  thy 

heart, 
Myself  thy  Sun,  the  center  of  thy  day. 

xlvii 

"Son   of  the  Throne :    Love's   hearing,  too,   is 

thine ; 
Esteem  and  honour  it,  for  it  is  Mine. 

My  sight  thy  seeing,  Mine  thy  holiness; 
The  Vine  am  I,  drink  thou  the  perfect  wine. 

xlviii 

'My  servant,  thou  art  like  a  jewelled  sword ; 

If  thou  would'st  be  the  mighty  Spirit's  word, 

From  sheath  of  self  withdraw  the  hidden 

blade, 
Thou  shalt  reveal  the  splendour  of  jthe  Lord. 
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xlix 

"I  willed  for  thee,  as  for  Myself,  My  child, 
A  heart  of  wholesomeness,  a  spirit  mild; 
My  will  accomplished,  My  bounty  sure, 
lie  grateful  then,  content  and  reconciled. 

1 

'Live  love  and  truth  and  in  the  furnace  cast 
Thy  baser  thought  to  feed  the  torrid  blast ; 
The  golden  flux  poured  from  the  melting- 
pot 
Shall  shape  to  beauty  and  forever  last. 

li 

'Free  from  the  fetters  of  thine  own  desire. 
To  love  and  unity  thou  shalt  aspire; 

The  gates  of  peace  shall  open  on  thy  sight 
And  all  thy  being  glow  with  heavenly  fire. 

Hi 

'Then,  O  Beloved,  thou  shalt  be  my  sun 
Across  the  skies  of  fuller  life  to  run; 

The  veil  is  rent  and  o'er  a  world  eclipsed, 
Love's  mighty  splendour  breaks  and — dawn's 
begun ! 
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liii 

The  roads  of  God  are  free,  and  free  thy  part 
To  speak  the  truth  in  nature  and  in  art; 
Some  rift  will  break  the  thinning'  veil  and 

show 
The  splendour  of  the  loving  Father's  heart. 

liv 

'Henceforth  the  gift  is  thine  in  thine  own  right 
To  sift  each  ray  of  truth  for  heavenly  light,5 

And  no  cathedral  shall  usurp  the  claim. 
Or  dare  to  say  thy  dawning  is  the  night. 

Iv 

'Deep  in  the  world's    great    heart    is    purest 

gold; 
Tis  his  who  finds  it,  his  the  right  to  hold ; 

'The  violent  shall  take  it'  is  the  law; 
The  truth  you  do  is  bought  but  never  sold. 

Ivi 

'The  crude  fanatic  revels  in  his  creed, 
The  usurer  and  miser  in  his  greed; 

Be  ye  informed  of  what  is  surest  known 
\\y  wisest  men,  and  to  that  truth  give  heed." 
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We  were  not  ready  for  the  flaming  pace: 
Our     eyes     were     holden     therefore    by   God's 

grace ; 

Lest  we  too  soon  should  grasp  the  living  fire, 
\Ye  could  not  see  what  stared  us  in  the  face. 

Iviii 

But  when  the  hour  arrived,  the  blazing  beam 
l)iirst    through    the    ripened    mind,    a    golden 

gleam, 

And  now  the  time  when  we  perceived  it  not 
Seems  like  the  ghost  of  a  forgotten  dream/ 

lix 

Our  stupid,  small  antipathies  grow  numb 
When  to  the  soul  its  solemn  crises  come; 

Then  back  to  primal  sense  our  instincts  fly. 
And  all  our  boasts  of  blood  and  race  are  dumb. 

Ix 

Even  little  patriots  are  saviours  when 
Their  faith  in  God  breeds  loyalty  to  men  ; 

This  land  or  that  is  sacred  if  it  serve 
The  commonwealth  of  Love,  and  only  then. 
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Ixi 

'Who  loves  his  native  land  is  wise; 
More  glorious  he  whose  visioned  eyes 

Behold  our  God  in  every  face 
Beneath  the  blue  and  bending  skies.7 

'One  God  is  ours,  one  earth,  one  air, 
One  sea,  one  sky  is  everywhere. 
The  world  is  not  so  very  wide, 
And  heaven  has  only  one  bright  stair. 

'It  rises  sheer  in  every  clime 
Veiled  only  by  the  films  of  time. 

Love's  stairway  to  the  throne  of  God 
Is  pushing  through  the  lily's  slime.*' 


3-  -Ci)t  g>r  rfcant, 

(Abtal  Vaha) 


This  little  city  by  the  wistful  sea 

For  many  years  had  been  his  prison  home. 

Often  he  watched  these  crags  the  breakers  comb 
And  knew  the  billows  of  the  world  to  be 
One  undivided  blue  immensity. 

He  saw  the  nations,  like  the  ocean's  foam-— 

Britannia,  Gaul,  America  and  Rome—- 
In dignity  of  compromise  agree. 

Now  man  to  man  and  race  to  race  renew 
Your  solemn  pledge  to  slay  the  Titan,  War. 
This  is  the  age  of  light.     The  morning  star 

Gleams  in  the  orient  sky;  serene  its  hue  ; 
And  life  no  more  is  rule  of  beak  and  claiv 
W  here  lowliness  and  lore  are  final  law. 
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Ixii 

HE  Tigris  thunders  from  its  height 

of  snows 
Through    wild    crag-canyons    till   at 

last  it  flows, 
In   lazy  leisure  curving,  where  Baghdad 
Is  oriented  in  unique  repose. 

Ixiii 

Thither  at  first  exiled,  Baha  'Ullah 
Took  Abbas,  his  first  son,  Abdul  Baha. 

Nine  tender  years!     Yet  banished  from  his 

home 
Xo  more  to  see  the  cit)-  of  the  Shah. 

Ixiv 
T\yo  heavens  were  in  the  youth's  unfoldment 

caught : 

The  heavens  above,  the  heavens  in  his  thought. 
Hence,  only  where  God  led,  his  blinded  foes 
From     land    to    land    their    patient    prisoner 
brought. 

Ixv 

Most  great  is  Allah !     Evermore  most  great 
His    purpose    which    the    blind    of    heart    call 

"late." 

The  Beauty  of  Eternity  is  One — 
How  infinite  His  glory  and  His  state ! 
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What  want  and  sorrow,  what  a  blight  of  fears, 
I  low  many  woes,  how  many  blinding"  tears 

"Were  banished  by  the  Master's  gentle  hand 
And  loving  word  in  all  those  lonely  years! 

Ixvii 

Abdul   Baha.  the  Servant  of  the  Light: 
The  Mirror  of  Eternity,  a  bright 

Enduring  joy  made  manifest  to  men, 
A  heavenly  beacon  pushing  back  the  night. 

Ixviii 

Such  is  his  name.   How  much  his  soul  must  see 
Who   crams   the   days  with    heaven   and   har- 
mony ; 

The  prophet  voice  alone  may  speak  for  God, 
And  clear  the  roads  for  all  humanity. 

Ixix 

From  him,  our  Friend  and  Master,  shone  those 

rays 

That  morning  nurtured  in  its  twilight  haze 
And  flung  across  the  world;  but  now  they 

rise 
To  bright  and  sudden  noon  of  zenith  blaze. 
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Ixx 

They  came   from   many   lands,   both   rich   and 

poor. 
To  share  the  joy  within  a  prison  door! 

And  once  a  guest  was  curious  to  know 
Why  every  face  the  light  of  gladness  wore. 

Ixxi 

''Dear  Master,  if  my  will  with  yours  accord, 
Tell    me    why     those    who    gather    at    your 

board — 
Your  guests  of  every  race  and  creed  and 

clime — 
Go  forth  in  all  the  radiance  of  the  Lord !" 

Ixxii 

"All  I  can  tell,"  said  he.  "is  that  I  trace 
In  every  countenance  a  living  grace, 

And  nothing  else  in  any  do  I  see 
But  the  loved  image  pf  the  Father's  face." 

Ixxiii 

I  mused  upon  his  words.   If  I  could  trace 
In  every  soul,  the  perfect  Father's  face, 

I,  too,  would  search  in  every  heart  for  God, 
And  fjtul  Him  in  the  humblest  of  our  race. 


THE     DREAM     OF     GOD 


Ixxiv 

And  finding  Him.  the  heavens  with  joy  would 

ring, 
The   earth   grow   greener,   birds   more   sweetly 

sing; 

The  buds  would  burst  to  blossom  at  mv  door 
And  add  their  fragrance  to  the  love  I'd  bring. 


Ixxv 

If  e'er  the  Lord,  the  Christ,  unknown, 
Despised  and  lowly,  sad  and  poor, 

Should  come,  work-wear)-  and  alone, 
And  turn  him  to  my  cottage  door; 

Mis  travel-worn-  and  dusty  feet 
My  hand  would  lave  with  loving  care, 

For  'tis  the  Christ  alone  I'd  meet 
In  every  soul  that  lingers  there. 

Xo  gold  I'd  bring,  for   I  have  none. 

But  faith  would  give  my  soul  release, 
And  joy  and  Love  would  make  me  one 

With  Him  in  gentleness  and  peace. 

The  Messenger  of  God  I'd  meet 
In  cloistered  fellowship  apart; 

The  Christ  of  ages  I  should  greet 
Here  in  the  hostel  of  my  heart. 
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Ixxvi 

Arrows  of  light  leapt  from  his  quivering  bow 
Sprung  by  the  hand  of  Love,  and  in  the  foe, 

All  blinding  pride,  all  bigotry  and  hate 
Are  dying  where  the  morning  breezes  blow. 

Ixxvii 

"Beware  of  prejudice,  for  one  least  whit 
Of  bias  clips  the  wing  and  pinions  it. 
The  web  of  life  is  woven  to  a  plan, 
And  all  of  us  into  the  pattern  fit. 

Ixxviii 

"The  shrill  muezzin  calls  the  tribes  to  prayer; 
The  faithful  kneel,  and  on  the  desert  air 

A  fragrant  chalice,  incense-breathing,  floats, 
For  over  Islam  is  great  Allah's  care. 

Ixxix 

"The  God  of  Israel  bends  a  listening  ear 
To  every  Hebrew  with  a  heart  sincere; 

And  by  the  solemn,  silent  peace  that  falls 
Upon  his  soul,  he  knows  Jehovah  near. 
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Ixxx 

'The  Christian  gives  his  God  another  name ; 
The  Parsee  yet  another,  but  the  flame 

That  kindles  love  in  every  soul  on  earth 
Is  in  its  essence  and  effect  the  same. 

Ixxxi 

'When   soul   to   soul   sends   out   its   beckoning 

smile, 
The  blue  skies  closer  bend,  and  then  awhile. 

It  matters  little  where  our  lot  be  cast, 
Whether  beside  the  Jordan  or  the  Nile. 

Ixxxii 

"The  great  religious  are  in  essence  one. 
As  all  the  colours  issue  from  the  sun; 

Combine  the  beauty  of  them  all  and  see — 
Is  any  missing  in  the  diamond? — none!9 

Ixxxiii 

'Love  hath  no  preference  for  church  or  creed, 
Observes  no  ordinance,  but  kindly  deed; 
His     sacraments     are     gifts     with     others 

shared — 
A  cup  of  water  for  another's  need. 
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Ixxxiv 

"If  aught  of  bigotry  in  thee  be  found, 
Let  the  blue  beauty  of  the  skies  around 

Show  thee  how  pitiful  thy  scorn  and  hate 
Till  they  in  seas  of  harmony  are  drowned. 

Ixxxv 

"In  east  or  west  the  star  may  camp 
If  but  some  gleaming  it  discloses; 
The  light  is  clear,  then  good  the  lamp; 
The  garden  is  as  fragrant  as  its  roses. 

"For  he  who  brings  the  soul  in  need 

The  ministry  of  love  and  healing 

Commends  to  us  his  utmost  creed 

more  than  sanctity  appealing." 


Ixxxvi 

Of  all  the  virtues  by  the  Master  taught, 
Xone   is   more   rare,   nor   more   with   blessing 

fraught 

Than  that  of  blindness  to  another's  sin  — 
The  praise  and  beauty  of  the  generous  thought. 

Ixxxvii 

There  is  a  meanness  that  would  feed  the  throng 
Of  prurient  gossips  with  a  baneful  tongue; 
Would  sow  the  earth  with  dragon-teeth  of 

hate, 
For  harvest,  reaping  insolence  and  wrong. 
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Ixxxviii 

Judge  not  another,  but  with  truth  defend; 
Help  love  to  win  ;  there  let  your  action  end. 

Have  you  opinions?   They  have  little  worth, 
And   none   unless  with   all   that's   known   they 
blend. 

Ixxxix 

The  vice  that  we  in  other  souls  bemoan 

Ts  oft  the  one  to  which  we  most  are  prone; 

The  virtue  we  are  finding1  everywhere 
Ts  surely  a  reflection  of  our  own. 

xc 

"Forget  the  evil  in  the  souls  of  men; 
Hath  thy  good  friend  one  fault  and  virtue?  ten? 
Let  not  thy  spirit  for  that  one  vice  fret. 
But  cast  it  into  Lethe  and  forget. 

"In  some  dire  enemy,  perchance,  but  one 
Bright  star  of  virtue  with  ten  vices  run. 
Blaze  thou  that  virtue  on  the  open  sky, 
And  let  his  failings  in  oblivion  die." 

xci 

Divine  forgetting  makes  the  soul  outstand 
Like  pillared  fire  above  the  desert  land, 
While  all  the  evil  we  ignore  is  blown 
Into  the, wilderness  as  drifting  sand. 
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xcn 


No  sunshine  lusters  to  a  richer  glow 

Than  evanescent  self.    To  serve,  and  know 

God  sees  and  values  all  we  do  or  dare 
For  selfless  Love.    Why  do  we  struggle  so 


xcin 


To  flaunt  our  triumph  in  the  sight  of  those 
Who  will  forget  us  ere  the  sunset  glows? 

Time  keeps  no  grateful  record  of  the  past, 
But  Love  observes  and  every  secret  knows. 


xciv 


Each  deed  of  love  shall  silhouette  the  dawn 
And  ride  into  the  arch  of  heaven  anon; 

Blaze  out  upon  the  blue  ethereal  dome 
\Vhen  war's  acclaim  is  into  silence  gone. 


xcv 


Then  wherefore  hasten?    Does  your  pride  out- 
burst 
To  tell  the  world  in  other  cares  immersed 

The  tale  of  your  exploit?     Is  there  not  one 
Somewhere  on  earth  might  better  tell  it  first? 
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xcvi 

Or  be  there  none  to  tell  it.  even  then, 

The  massive  silence  knows ;  and  braver  men 

Have  died  in  noble  sorrow  on  the  cross — 
God  marks  each  sparrow's  falling-,  where  and 
when. 

xcvii 

"The  candle  burns  its  heart  in  bright  desire 
And  melts  its  soul  to  light  in  tears  and  fire ; 
It  whispers  to  the  dark  of  golden  dawn. 
Then  dies  upon  a  self-consuming  pyre. 

xcviii 

"Service  of  love,  from  all  self-seeking  free. 
Compassion,  reverence,  justice,  harmony. 

These  are  the  final  sum  of  God's  demands  : 
Confirmed  in  these,  thy  life  shall  perfect  be.'' 

xcix 

The  Merciful  was  in  this  Mirror  shown  ; 

Tn  this  great  Soul,  the  Self  of  God  was  known. 

He  pioneered  for  burdened  hearts,  the  way 
TQ  lire  the  life  as  children  of  the  throne. 
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'Bring  thou  no  loss  to  any  soul,  no  grief, 

But  to  the  weary  rest,  to  pain  relief. 
Speak  thou  no  word  unkindly  of  another, 
But  treat  thine  enemy  as  thine  own  brother. 

'Reveal  his  virtues,  hide  his  faults  alway, 
And  ever  for  his  highest  welfare  pray. 
If  dire  calamity  'thy  pathway  cross, 
Rejoice,  for  God  doth  bless  thee  in  thy  loss. 

'Cheer  thou  thy  neighbour  in  the  hour  of  sadness; 
Beguile  his  gloom  with  gentle  rays  of  gladness, 
A  heavenly  table  for  his  scanty  dole, 
And  pleasant  water  for  his  thirsty  soul. 

"Thy  word  be  truth,  thy  life*  a  star  revealing 
A  presence  radiating  rest  and  healing. 

A  lamp  be  thou  to  light  each  pathyway  trod, 
A  herald  of  the  joy  and  peace  of  God." 


Cl 


'To  work  is  worship.   Do  thy  humble  part 
Well  as  thou  canst ;  this  is  the  highest  art. 
To  serve  is  prayer  and  labour  is  divine 
If  with  the  toil  God's  Love  is  in  the  heart. 
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en 

''Contentment  is  for  him  who  sows  and  reaps, 
Whose  frugal  taste  its  wise  possessor  keeps 
In   health  and   wealth   and   honest,   cleanly 

ways, 
His  heart  at  rest — how7  peacefully  he  sleeps! 

ciii 

"With  milk  and  dates,  the  Arab  is  serene, 
A  tent  his  home,  the  desert  his  demesne. 

More  kingly  than  the  food  that  others  buy. 
However  rich,  a  crust  with  hunger  keen."* 

civ 

His  radiant  acquiescence  was  a  crown  ; 
Xo  demon  of  resentment  bowed  him  down. 

He  moved  so  like  a  god  that  all  he  met 
Loved  the  great  prisoner  of  that  Turkish  town. 

cv 

He  loved  all  men ;  accepted  all  the  cost 

Of  character ;  recked  not  a  whole  world  lost. 

He  held  his  course  along  the  heights  of  day, 
Reflecting  heaven  upon  the  ternpest:tost. 
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cvi 

He  loved  his  guards  and  governors,  and  they 
Discerned   in  him   new  strength   from   day  to 

day; 

A  godlike  soul  oppressed  by  many  wrongs, 
Yet  knew  they  not  wherein  his  wonder  lay. 

cvii 

"How  good  it  is,"  said  he,  "to  come  and  go 
In  freedom!"    Yet  he  never  said:  ''You  know, 
I  am  not  free."    His  strong  unfettered  soul 
Soared  on  Love's  wing  where'er  the  breezes 
blow. 

cviii 

No  hope  of  earth  was  e'er  more  strangely  sweet 
To  many  than  the  longing  just  to  meet 

The  Master,  but  he  passed.    Time  has  a  way 
Our  will  to  thwart,  our  purpose  to  defeat. 

cix 

O  Loveliness  of  Light!   Have  we  not  prayed 
To  meet  thee,  see   thee  ere  thy  form   should 

fade? 

To  look  into  thy  wonder-speaking  eyes, 
And  feel  thy  gentle  hand  upon  us  laid? 
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ex 

At   times   our  souls   thy  presence  would  have 

sought ; 
Sometimes    we    felt    that    nothing-   could   have 

bo ught 

The  sense  of  thine  immeasurable  peace, 
So    spheral,    vast    and    sweet;    sometimes    we 

thought 


cxi 

If  I  might  hear  the  Master's  voice 

"Reside  the  tideless  sea. 
My  soul  would  evermore  rejoice 

In  Love's  eternity. 

If  I  might  look  upon  his  face, 

I    think  my   heart  would  be 
ThrilU-d  with  the  splendour,  and  the  grace 

Of  all  reality. 

The  mighty    secret    I    should  know 

Of  healing  and  release 
I  i"   !   might  hear  him  whisper  low: 

"Beloved,  go  in  peace." 

cxii 

Hut  men  have  met  God's  presence  in  the  earth 
And  turned  again  to  their  own  native  dearth; 
Seen  but  a  soul  they  could  not  comprehend, 
And  some  have  been  offended  bv  his  mirth. 
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cxin 


Unless  we  find  some  beauty  in  the  soul, 
Xo  hope  have  we  to  reach  a  spirit  goal  ; 

Without  a  green  oasis  in  the  heart, 
All  is  mirage  where  wastes  of  desert  roll. 


CX1V 

Only  the  hidden  things  eternal  arc. 
True  grandeur  of  the  soul,  no  veil  can  bar 
From  Heaven's  clear  view.    The  Light  with- 
in the  light 
Is  all  we  truly  see  in  man  or  star. 

cxv 

"Blessed  are  they  who,  though  they  have  not 

seen 
Have  yet  believed."    Did  Jesus  haply  mean 

Such  little  ones  as  we,  that  missed  the  way 
To  him  so  long,  and  yet  would  on  him  lean? 

cxvi 

Beware  the  lure  of  persons.   These  are  nought 
Pi  tit  vapoury  evanescence  that  has  caught 
The    sunbeam    shining    through    an    earthly 

cloud  ; 
It  is  the  sun  that  all  the  glory  wrought. 
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CXVll 

We  worship  him;  his  word  we  disobey; 
"Lord,    Lord!    Have   we   not   prophesied/'   we 

say, 
"In   thy  great   name?''    O   Love,  forgive   us 

Thou 
Jn  this  Thy  day  of  Light — the  Judgment  day! 

cxviii 

The  Loveliness  of  God  within  thee  shined  ; 
The  sun-gleam  of  the  Universal  Mind. 

The  Mirror,  Messenger,  Revealer,  thon, 
Of  Heauty  that  can  never  be  denned. 

cxix 

Thon  hast  made  manifest  the  perfect  light; 
Hast  brought  such  beauty  to  our  inner  sight 

That  from  the  splendour  we  in  thee  behold, 
\Ye  half  can  guess  His  glory  and  His  might. 

cxx 

Were  we  not  jealous  for  the  state  of  those 
Who  came  before  thee  with  their  Light,  who 

knows? 

We,  too,  might  worship  thee  as  we  did  them, 
And  leave  thee  also  open  to  thy  foes! 


4.—  91t 


The  moon  is  waning  and  will  soon  be  set. 
With  folded  tents,  the  starry  caravan 
Melts  into  light.  Above  each  lowly  khan, 

The  palms  stand  out  in  lordly  silhouette 

Against  the  brighter  dawn;  but  even  yet, 

Some  souls  are  sleeping  ;  since  the  world  began 
With  music  of  the  morning  stars  hath  man 

Been  eating  lotus-leaves  and  doth  forget. 

A  bird  trills  out  his  carol  to  the  skies, 
A  song  of  life,  for  this  is  what  lie  saitli  : 
I  sing  once  more  the  phoenix-dirge,  of  death 

Love-conquered.   It  is  deatJi  alone  that  dies. 
Now  over  plain  and  city,  sea  and  sod, 

The  new-earth  bells  chime  out  the  dream  of  God. 
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CXXl 

|OUR  leagues  from  Nazareth.    Hush  ! 

here  he  lies, 
Carmel   his  cenotaph,   his  home  the 

skies. 
Who,  in  his  name  would  dare   to  speak   of 

death? 
Abdul  Raha,  the  blessed,  never  dies. 

cxxii 

Xo\v  every  heart  shall  feel  the  touch  of  God. 
His  spirit  rests  not  where  his  feet  once  trod; 

His  arms  of  love  are  folded  round  the  world, 
But  most  where  lowly,  loving  toilers  plod. 

cxxiii 

From  life  to  life  his  light  of  love  shall  glow 
When  we  on  others  gifts  of  joy  bestow; 

His  bounties  rain  upon  us  from  on  high, 
His  fragrances  through  all  our  spirits  flow. 

cxxiv 

Let  prejudice  and  all  divisive  thought 
Ebb  to  mortality,  till  life  be  caught 

In  reefs  of  Love's  imperishable  flame; 
Then     shall     God's     temple     rise,     in     beauty 
wrought. 


AT    REST 


cxxv 

So  long,  a  prisoner  on  that  sacred  shore, 
The  fetters  of  humanity  he  wore, 

That    kind    release    came    like    a    breath    of 

spring, 
Him  to  his  ancient  freedom  to  restore. 


CXXVl 

Great  peace  now  folds  him  in  her  snowy  wings, 

And  hope  her  bright  celestial  raiment  brings ; 

While  o'er  the  splendour  of  his  highest  joys, 

Pure  Love  the  rose-hues  of  her 'vesture  flings. 

cxxvii 

Behold  the  land !   There  shall  be  no  more  sea ! 
Now  war  shall  end ;  another  age  shall  be 

Where  justice,  love  and  higher  faith   shall 

give 
New  laws,  new  life,  and  new  humanity. 

cxxviii 

No  more  we  see  him.     Soft  the  breezes  blow ; 
The  seas  upon  their  beaches  whisper  low ; 

The  birds  in  yonder  sycamore  are  dumb ; 
The  lambs  upon  the  hillside  seem  to  know. 
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The  petals  from  my  Persian  rose  have  gone; 
They  fell  before  the  spirit  winds  of  dawn, 

And  now  their  fragrances  are  everywhere, 
And  nevermore  from  faith  shall  be  withdrawn. 


cxxx 

"Xow  I  shall  be  with  yon  ahvay,"  he  said, 
And  then  was  seen  no  more.    He  is  not  dead; 

The  presence  of  the  Beauty  of  our  God 
Is  often  ours  unseen.    Tis  felt  instead. 


CXXXl 

Hereto,  whene'er  we  mused  on  him,  we  hied 
In  thought  to  Akka,  o'er  the  billows  wide; 

Henceforth,  we'll  think  of  him  not  far  away; 
lie  speaks  to  us  close-standing  at  our  side. 

cxxxii 

Think  you  lie  will  not  speak?   Be  not  afraid; 
lie  not  by  your  own  doubt  or  fear  betrayed. 

Ask  him  the  question  in  your  heart  to-night; 
Should    he    not    answer,    then    you    have    not 
prayed. 


AT     REST 


CXXXlll 

Farewell  to  Haifa!    Yonder  crescent  moon 
Tells  of  a  land  where  it  is  always  June. 

Our    white-sailed    ships,    far-speeding",    bear 

away 
Into  a  life  where  is  no  afternoon. 

cxxxiv 

We  have  not  lost  our  gifted  prophet  sage ; 
He  has  become  the  Spirit  of  the  age ; 

A  sea  of  love  and  purpose,  power  and  thought 
O'er  which  we  reach  our  promised  heritage. 

cxxxv 

It  is  not  meet  that  we  should  grieve  or  weep. 
The  restless  billows  swell  and  heave  and  heap, 

Then  rise  in  vapour  to  the  sun  to  fall 
In  tears  of  rain  where  parched  meadows  sleep. 

cxxxvi 

Now  all  our  fetters — warnings  from  the  past, 
With  forward  urging,  far  away  we  cast ; 

We  burn  our  ships  and  climb  along  the  stars. 
Facing  our  steadfast  future  calm  and  vast. 


NOTES 

1.  Shiraz.     The   chief  city  in   the  province   of   Pars, 

Persia.  Here  Mirza  AH  Mohammed  (El  Bab) 
was  born  in  1819.  The  first  view  of  Shiraz  is  so 
thrilling  that  the  traveller  is  expected  to  ex- 
claim upon  emerging  from  the  pass  which  re- 
veals the  city:  "God  is  Most  Great." 

2.  Baha  U'ilah  named  his  son,  Mirza  Abbas  Effemli 

(Abdul  Baha)  after  his  grandfather,  Abbas,  a 
Persian  nobleman. 

3.  Akka,     variously     named     at     different     periods, 

Ptolemais,  Achor,  Acre,  Acca.  and  Akka,  is  the 
scene  of  a  Turkish  penal  prison  which  stands 
on  the  west  coast  of  Palestine,  at  the  foot  of 
Mount  Carmel. 

4.  The  teaching  contained  here  is  found  in   Hidden 

Words,  a  writing  of  Baha  U'ilah,  in  the  Arabic 
language.  Other  parts  were  written  in  Persian. 

5.  From  Basic  Principles.     See  No.  2. 

6.  From  Basic  Principles.     Sec  also  Emerson. 

7.  From     Traveller's     Narrative,     by     Prof.     E.     G. 

Browne. 

8.  From  conversations  of  Abdul  Baha. 

9.  The  Basic  Principles.     No.  3. 

10.  The  author  believes  that  these  verses  are  in 
accord  with  the  basic  principles  of  the  distin- 
guished Masters  whose  lives  and  teachings  con- 
stitute their  theme.  None  the  less,  as  it  is 
clear  that  few  can  see  all  the  implications  ami 
unfoldings  of  a  light  so  brilliant  and  compre- 
hensive, and  as  the  author  does  not  claim  to  be 
one  of  these,  he  assumes  entire  personal  re- 
sponsibility for  every  expression  and  sentiment 
herein  presented.  The  poem  contains  many 
statements  of  the  Masters,  in  free  English 
translation. 
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